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was overpowered, disarmed, and a horse-girth passed
round his arms, before he could offer any effectual re-
sistance. When this was accomplished, a dead and
stern silence took place. The fanatics ranged them-
selves around a large oaken table, placing Morton
amongst them bound and helpless, in such a manner
as to be opposite to the clock which was to strike his
knell. Food was placed before them, of which they
offered their intended victim a share; but, it will
readily be believed, he had little appetite. When this
was removed, the party resumed their devotions.
Macbriar, whose fierce zeal did not perhaps exclude
some feelings of doubt and compunction, began to
expostulate in prayer, as if to wring from the Deity a
signal that the bloody sacrifice they proposed was an
acceptable service. The eyes and ears of his hearers
were anxiously strained, as if to gain some sight or
sound which might be converted or wrested into a type
of approbation, and ever and anon dark looks were
turned on the dial-plate of the time-piece, to watch its
progress towards the moment of execution.

66 Morton's eye frequently took the same course,
with the sad reflection, that there appeared no possi-
bility of his life being expanded beyond the narrow
segment which the index had yet to travel on the
circle until it arrived at the fatal hour. Faith in his
religion, with a constant unyielding principle of
honour, and the sense of conscious innocence, enabled
him to pass through this dreadful interval with less
agitation than he himself could have expected, had the
situation been prophesied to him. Yet there was a
want of that eager and animating sense of right
which supported him in similar circumstances, when